Yolla 


tta was listening for the bell on the time clock, wait- 

ing to finish her day. It was a Saturday afternoon in March, 
and the spring breezes were back. She’d heard them rattling 
the windows when the machines were shut down for lunch; 
she knew that as soon as she stepped outside, they'd tease at 
her hair and tug at her hat. This year, the breezes seemed to 
carry a slightly different message: Another year past and what 
do you have to show for yourself? So you can read English a little bit 
better, so you handed out a few suffrage fliers—do you think that 
that’s enough? i 

What would ever be enough for Yetta? 

“I think they set the clocks back again,” t 
her muttered. “It’s got to be past quitting time!” 

“And that’s why we need a strong union, why We need a 
closed shop,” Yetta muttered back. 


The girl rolled her eyes at Yetta. 
asked over the ¢ 


he girl beside 


“ F latter of 
Don’t you ever give up?” she 
the machine, 
E No,” Yetta said, but she grinned at the ‘ 
r 2 ae í e, 
| i a back, and Yetta thought maybe, just may 
5 G . : . 
ed just a little closer to the solidarity 


is nl? a W. 
girl’s name was Jennie, and she wa ne 
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The bell finally rang, and Yetta and Jennie both st 
and stretched, reviving cramped muscles, unhun ching Up 
Oundeg 


shoulders, stamping feet that had gone numb on thes 
Sewing 


machine pedal. 
“Tm going dancing tonight,” Jennie said, mischi 
tapping out a rhythm on the floor, “What 


“Um... I don’t know,” Yetta said. “I h 


Evous] 
are you doin go» 
aven’t decided yet” 
r to go visit Rahel 
amed Benjamin, Bella 
but Yetta had had a cold 


Bella and Jane had been nagging he 
and the new baby, a little boy they'd n 
and Jane had already gone once, 
then and only sent her regrets. 

Well, really, I wouldn't want the baby Setting sick because of ne, 
Yetta told herself. Maybe I’m not well enough, even yet... 

“I bet that cutter who watches you all the t 
you dancing,” Jennie said. “All you have to do 
pantomimed cozying up to an invisible man, 
ingly at the invisible man’s face, fluttering h 

Yetta blushed. 


ime would take 
is just ...” She 
gazing up ador- 
er eyelashes, 


“There's not a cutter who watches me all the time,” she 
said, but she couldn’t help glancing toward Jacob's table. Jacob 
hadn’t said a word to her about dancing since she'd turned 
down his invitation, all those months ago. But he did seem to 
find lots of reasons to walk past her sewing machine, to ride in 
the same elevator with her, morning and evening. Even halfway 
across the room, she could instantly pick out his figure in the 
cluster of cutters standing around laughing and talking ant 
smoking. Jacob was bent over the table, smoothing out the lays 
ers of lawn fabric ready to be cut first thing Monday morning: 
There had to be at least a hundred and twenty layers of he 
gauzy fabric spread across the table, each one separated from the 
others by sheer tissue paper. Jacob handled it all so gent 
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ingly Above his head, the tissue-paper patterns 
t- loving res, so when he stood up it was like watch- 


oss a forest, half hidden by hanging moss 


almos ; 
dangled from w1 


; eone acr 
ing som 


branches. : 
= an Jacob and the other cutters jumped back. One 
Su 


f the men sprinted over to a shelf on the wall and — : 
“ne ail. Jerkily, he raced back and threw n pail o 
7 ae one of the tables, at the huge bin of fabric scraps 
oe from days and days of cutting EEEN: 
“Not again! Those cutters and their cigarettes, a 
said scornfully. It was clear what had happened: ae F 
had dropped a match or a cigarette butt or a still-burn 
ember into the scrap bin. At least someone was EEDA 
to keep buckets of water around, if the cutters couldn 
rom smoking. j 
a ae there rae a flash, and Yetta saw the flame — 
from under the table to the top of it. More men ee 
buckets, desperately pouring water onto the a : 7 
there’d been only three buckets on that shelf, so they ha 
room for more. 
™ m pen was nothing to the fire. The flames Kr 
length of the lawn fabric; they sprang up to x iia 
paper patterns and danced from one to the next, t š j ee 
writhing down to ash and spitting off more flames. In ares 
the fire had gone from being something to scoi: at u 
table to a voracious beast ready to engulf the entire room. 
i etta, Jennie began to scream. } 
WE a isa a building!” Yetta yelled at Jennie. 
But we're tinder, she remembered. 


3. d 
Yetta slammed her hands against Jennie’s shoulders an 


tap 
screamed, Go! 
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The aisle between the sewing machine tables was aide 
row, and the wicker baskets where they stacked the shin 
waists kept snagging their skirts. And other girls ret 
blocking the aisle, some screaming and hysterical lke 
Jennie'd been. One girl fainted right at Yetta’s feet, 
reached down and slapped her, jerked her up. 

“No time for that!” Yetta screamed. “You'll die!” 


Yetta 


Across the room, Yetta saw a spark land in a Woman's 
hair. In seconds, the woman's whole pompadour was aflame, 
Everyone was screaming, but Yetta thought she could hear 
this woman's screams above all the others, The woman 
lurched across the room, slammed into one of the windows, 
No—slammed through. She'd thrown herself out the window, 

We're on the eighth floor, Yetta thought numbly, and now it 
was her turn to freeze in panic and fear. Sparks were flying 
throughout the room now, landing everywhere. Anyone 
could be next. 

Hands grabbed Yetta from behind. 

“Yetta, come on!” 

It was Jacob. 

Jacob and Yetta shoved forward, toward the Washington 
Place stairs, pulling along Jennie and the girl who'd fainted. 
Yetta glanced back once more and was relieved to see that 
Mr. Bernstein, the factory manager, had had some of the men 
pull a fire hose out of the Greene Street stairwell. He stood 
over the worst of the flames, pointing the hose confidently. 

No water came out. 

“Turn it on! Turn it on!” Mr. Bernstein was screaming 
Yetta wasn’t sure if she could hear him or if she was just 
reading his lips. “Where is the water?” he screamed aga 


ne drop. He flung down the hose and ran. 
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Bernstein was rushing through the crowds of 
ee we heading toward the cloakroom to get their hats. 
ge a ee your hats!” he screamed. “Just get out!” 
i te and punching the girls, pes. es as 
h he blamed them for the fire. No—he was goading them 
ea he doors, toward the elevators and the fire escape. = | 
En pie the hysterical girls, like Yetta had done with 
aae fainted. He was trying to oa hah a ol 
We are on the same side now, Mr. Bernstein and me, 


led. ; 
4 She shoved against a girl who'd dropped her purse, 


who'd seen her coins roll under the table. 


rit worth it! 
“Don’t stop for that!” Yetta screamed. It's not 


Save your life!” ese 
She and Jacob together pulled the girl up, lifting her p 


ens of 
the table, toward the door. There were eR 
other girls crowded around the door, aa BE 
and English and what Yetta now recogn love of God!” 
“Open it! Open it!” “Oh, please, for the 
“Madonna mia, aiutami!” 
But it was locked. levator door, 
Some of the girls were pounding on = ele 
tor 
too, screaming for the elevator oP see and the crowd 
Miraculously, the elevator door saa 
Surged forward, sobbing and pray ht b 
“Just wait—just wait—l'll come rg! 
hollered. Vetta shoved Jennie for- 
The doors were closing, ee already in the elevator- 
Ward, shoving her on top of the girls ) 
Saving her, at least. 
“Will he come back?” Yetta 


a279" p 


o come to them. 


screaming. 
ack!” the operator 


b shrugged. 
b, and Jaco! 
asked Jaco®, 


Y : 
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Yetta couldn't just stand there and wait, She w 
going to stand still while the flames raced toward her, whil 
others pressed their faces against a door that might P: 
open. She grabbed Jacob's hand and pulled him along, cin 
cling around the fire. She looked back once and Saw that 
someone had managed to open the door to the Washington 
Place stairs; the door opened in, towar 


d the crowd, Maybe it 
hadn't been locked after all. Maybe it was just the 


the crowd pushing forward, pinning it shut. 
But it was too late to go back now. F] 


sn't 


Weight of 


ames were shooting 


fabric dust. 


“Fire escape,” Yetta moaned to Jacob, and it was so hot 


now that her words felt like flames themselv 


es, painful on her 
tongue. 


“No good,” Jacob mumbled back. 
to the ground.” 


So they didn’t head for the window near the airshaft, 
where people were climbing out one at a time, onto the rick- 
ety metal railing. What was left? 

“Greene Street Stairs,” Jacob whispered. 

Those were back by the table where the fire had started, 
where it now burned the fiercest. But there was a partition 
wall blocking off the stairs and the elevator from the rest of 
the room. On a normal workday that was where the guard 
Sat, inspecting purses and glaring at the girls as if he thought 
they were all thieves. Today, maybe that partition W% 
enough to keep the fire away from the stairs. 


ill 
Yetta and Jacob raced on, skirting the flames, stil 


“Doesn’t go all the way 


1274m- 


fD. . BP. e 


UPRISING 


ing along hysterical, senseless workers who didn’t 6 
el here to go. They passed a desk where ste 
š pion Lipshutz, was shouting into the mouthpiece of 
Aa “Please! Somebody listen! Somebody's got to tell 
Saw floor! Hello? Somebody—pleasel ich 
A spark landed on the sleeve of Yetta’s a ja a 
she Watched in horror as it sputtered and s ae a 
burned straight through. She could feel it angers cee 
Jacob slapped his bare hand onto Yetta’s sleeve, 
k n Yetta whispered, but there was no ET ae 
to say, “You're welcome,” because they r $ % 
to the partition now, shoving their way behin 

No flames here. 


i i i the frei 
Girls were still standing zA poem a 
desks ought that was their 


partition that Yetta 


ght elevator door, the 


only elevator they were no eee 
pounding on the closed door like ae 
only chance. It was so hot behin 


ee eee ate wondered. In her mind she saw wax 
Can people melt? oe 
dripping down from Sabbath recat the elevator door. 
t the 
“Stairs!” Jacob screamed a AEREE 
kape the stairway door = = — 
i a bstacle in the tiny vestibule. 
ing another obs 


Js through the doorway and scrambled in 
shoved the girls 


i se and still hot, 
he stairway Was airless and glose Hee 
i es air. 
behind them. T arks flying through the a Se 
but there were no S ro Yetta could see the workers s 
Yy a 
window in the star ; 
n the: fire hie the metal shutters. 
ling : ; 
metal railings: pts Ste at the girls around her. They 
” Yetta 
“Hurry! 


eetering precariously on the 


bling dow 
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were sobbing hysterically, clutching the railing a 
, 

each other. They were yammering away in some Ja 

Yetta didn’t recognize, or maybe it w 


tching 
n 
asn't a language ae 
just witless jabbering. 

“The fire!” one of them managed to Say. “What if it’s 
everywhere?” 

“There's no smoke coming from down there!" Yetta 
screamed at them, pointing at the landings below them, “Go 
down to the ground! You'll be safe! The flames are going Y, 
not down!” 

Up. 

Yetta glanced up to the landing above her, 
what the bookkeeper had been screaming into the phone 
Somebody listen! Somebody’s got to tell the ninth floor! 

They didn’t know. One flight up, on the ninth floor, 
where two hundred and fifty girls worked, where Yetta had 
worked before the strike, where Bella worked now—up there, 
they had no idea there was an inferno raging beneath them, 
eating up the air, climbing higher and higher and higher. 

Almost on their own, Yetta’s feet had already started 
slapping down the stairs, once she finally got the jabbering 
girls moving. But now she stopped, 


Bella, she thought. My other friends. My sisters. My com- 
rades. My union. 


remembering 


“What are you doing?” Jacob screamed, already three 
steps down. 


“Somebody has to tell the ninth floor!” she screamed 
back. “I have to!” 


She turned around and began clattering up the stairs. 
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ane 


; Fae 
apa's taking us shopping! Papa's taking us A 
Harriet chanted, bouncing up and down joyously in ere 
tor on the way to Mr. Blanck’s office s nal faa: aces 
“Hush. Everybody knows that,” Millicent sai 3 a 
“She's just excited,” Jane said mildly. She ae 
Harriet’s shoulder, trying to calm her down, fs i 
Millicent and the elevator operator a 7 ean 
Harriet’s chanting was a bit maddening. But, as aes 
was hard to know the best way to handle the girls. 


Id 

i dly; she wou 

i d Harriet soun l 
manni r= ssion to stifle the little girl’s 
ave praised Millicent 
n to noise and mess, 


have taken it as her personal mi a 
exuberant personality. And she wou 
to the skies for her tidiness, her aversio à 
her ability to sit or stand still practically 
squirming or exclaiming. 

Personally, Jane though i 
RPA 4 
becoming a priggish earn per 
ld stifle Harriet s R S 
mt pe like a stream,” Bella had ee eae 
“Make it a ee 

you don’t want 
sked for help. “You Peau hae 

mer a slammed the side of her right han gal 

am!” She 


forever without 


t Millicent was in danger of 
he worried that someday 


1277* 


mn? 
wn 
si" 
( 
ll 
» 


MARGARET PETE 
TERSON H 
ADDIX 


left palm. “But make it go a good 
Way.” 


“You mean, | 
, I should tr 
y to chann 
el her 


sitiv y 
3 Afi e outlets?” Jane asked. Eo ito 
x ter Jane explained what “channel 
ee 3 nel,” 
tive,” and “outlets” meant Bell $ 


es, exactly! Y 
yes, exactly! You say what is in 


“enthusiasm,* 
a grinned and ood 
my heart for that ce 


ging on the elevator ‘pica madi Harriet began tug. 
id et. 


“Mis y i 
ister, you didn’t know we w, 


Now, 
Now, as the elevator zoomed 


us to come back. E 
- Except Madam’ 3 
shopping with us, just Papa ee = Michaud’s not going 


Laie. Jane said warningly. 
e's okay,” the el d 
"i i i elevator o i Y 
RE girls, right? The boss’s hery eo 
ur pa i 
papa and Uncle Isaac own the whole factory, 


Millicent br 
agged. “They 
people.” ey employ more than seven hundred 
“Millicent!” ó 
S ph San the girl a reproving look. Remember 
she'd always ie ut bragging? she wanted to scold. But 
Miss Milhouse correcting her in front of 


other people , 
Harriet. 3 a vowed not to do that to Millicent or 
Just really tempting at times like this. First 


thing Monda 
ty morni 
girls... ing, I need to have a little talk with both 
The elevator was 


Janessa, gathering speed. Harriet clutched 
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“What if the elevator goes all the way through the roof?” 
she asked. 
“silly, 


“Why not?” 
“Because—because it wouldn’t be proper,” Millicent said. 


She lowered her voice, as if that would keep the elevator oper- 
ator from hearing. “If we went through the roof, the people 


that would never happen,” Millicent scoffed. 


below us could see up our skirts.” 
‘The elevator operator's face turned red, he was trying so 


hard not to laugh. 


Jane sighed. 


“There are scientific reaso 
f” she said. “Because of how the elevator's 


ns the elevator would never go 


through the roo 
made, how it works.” 

“How does it work?” Harriet asked. 
been afraid she'd ask that. Somehow ele- 


Oops. Jane had 
Jane's fin- 


vator mechanics had not been in the curriculum at 
ishing school. 


“Next week we can go tot 
that explains it all,” Jane said. “Or maybe you ¢ 


he bookstore and find a book 
an find one 


with your papa.” 

“The elevator runs on a cable,’ 
cable goes up to gears, and those are on the roof. Maybe 
sometime you can ask your papa to show you the gearbox. 
But if you want to ‘go to the roof, you have to use the Greene 
Street stairs. That's the only way to get there.” 

“Thank you,” Jane said, smiling gratefully at the opera- 
tor, He was a pimply boy, maybe a little younger than her. 
A year age he would have been completely invisible to her, 

but now she wondered about his life. Which country had he 


Aa 


” the operator said. “The 
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come from? Did he bri 
ring his family with p; 
alone? Was he supporting a like sme 
. 

brother and sister or two on his 
tor? Di = 
: id Mr. Blanck and Mr. Harris i 

han they paid their sewing machir paei 4 


“Tenth floor,” Menir 
oor,” the operator announ E 


vat ce tines 
or to a halt and sweeping open ti ed, bringing the el 
your papa the boss works.” le barred door, “Wher 


Or epee 
ed mother ang jaa 


la un 
TY as an elevator 


0} 


lesy 


mind. She winked back and ste 
l , P 
inn Boon, of a spacious receptio 
Miss Mary! Miss Mary!” 

one of the desks. i 


n area. 


Harriet cried, running over to 


“Oh, sweeti i 
=. ae Mary’s busy right now,” said the 
sali ooking woman behind the desk. “The swi 
operator didn’t come in today, ry 


EHA i so Miss Mary has to d 
typing and connect every call that a in. -a 


eighth floo ‘tev 

coe T t = call the ninth floor without my help.” 
ea pec 5 the telephone switchboard behind the 

nane k, the wires hanging slack. 

= if you plug in this wire here, then—” 
eres Be. t souchi Miss Mary said, gently push- 
a away. “I really don’t have time—'ll 
“You're the gove: Hi one day.” She looked up at Jane: 
a se Tness, right? You can just take them into 

ee = and then go tell him they're here.” 

r. Blanck?” Jane asked. 


“Oh, h ; 
e was just down on the ninth floor—no, wait, back 


S a 
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in the storeroom? I'm sorry, I’d look for him myself, but—” 
The harried secretary gestured at the papers strewn across 
her desk, the bill poking out from her typewriter. 

A contraption beside the typewriter buzzed, and Miss 
Mary looked over at it expectantly. 

“What's that?” Harriet whispered. 

“Oh, it's the new telautograph,” Miss Mary said. “The 
latest in business machinery,’ is how it’s advertised. Looks 
like there’s a message coming from the eighth floor. They 
write something on a pad of paper downstairs, and this pen 
is supposed to write the same thing on this pad right here.” 

“Like magic,” Harriet breathed. 

The pen didn’t move. 

“It'd be magic if it ever worked right,” Miss Mary snorted. 
“Probably isn’t anything anyhow, just the girls downstairs 
playing with it on their way out the door.” 

Miss Mary turned back to her typing, 


Mr. Blanck’s office. 
oom!” Harriet said, skipping 


haud, you'll love it! You can 


and Jane shooed 


the girls toward 
“I want to go see the showr: 
down the hall. “Madam’selle Mic! 
latest fashions before Paris!” 
Paris doesn’t 
Millicent said, 4 


see all the 
“That’s because even 
fashion as our papa,” 


younger sister for once ; l x 
“Some other time,” Jane said. “Miss Mary said to wait in 


know as much about 


greeing with her 


his office, remember? 


They turned in at a 
not MAX BLANCK. 


Harriet called. 
desk waved, bu 


doorway, but the sign on the door 
said ISAAC HARRIS, 


“Uncle Isaac!” 
n behind a 


t there was another man 
A mar 
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with him, a dapper-looking gentlema 


delicate embroidery, Jane flas 
Harris and pulled the 


n holdin 
hed an apolo; 
girls away, 

“Look, you can see in 
here,” Harriet said, pointin 


& up Samples of 
getic look at Mr, 


to the pressing departme 


§ past a break in the w 
vast open space, where row. 


workers stood over ironing bo 
connected to the ceiling by 

“Is Papa afraid those 
irons?” Harriet asked, 


nt from 
all into a 
s and rows of Wear “looking 
ards. Each one of the irons Was 
an odd array of tubes, 
workers are 
“Is that why 
Jane didn’t have the slightest id 
Millicent answered first. 


going to steal his 
the irons are tied up?” 


ea, so she was glad that 


And does he care at all 
Jane wondered bitterly, 
Millicent! 

“Quick, now,” she told the girls. 
right there.” 


about the workers operating the irons? 
Some of them. look no older than 


“Into the office. Wait 


» girls who looked entirely too 
young, who would Probably look entirely too old after just a 


year or two on the job. Regardless, Jane was ready to be 
done working for the day, ready to be out in the fresh air, 
arm in arm with Bella and Yetta. She was pretty sure that 


a ro’ 


En 
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d Be ad finally convinced Yetta to go wi em to 
lla had finall onvinced Yetta t cat 
a h th 
ae hel and Rahel’s new baby. It would probably be 
visit Rahel a ; 
. 7 a ily reunion. f j j ; = 
oe : ail be so much happier if she'll just forgive her sis 
; rr on the o 
7 iting ma ied, Jane thought. My, father and I the other 
ter for ge 
She i . Corrigan to 
ae h romise to Mr 
tf tten her p v 
She hadn’t forgo i ! i i 
ite her father a letter. She'd bles him many, many te 
— . 
oe actually—she’d just torn them all up. 
ers, 


Phat is thereto hut on Millicent and Harriet, 
he door s A iR 
dows behind the 


Jane pulled t á ane 
catching barely a glimpse cate win 
ahogany desk, of the lovely a huge leather chair. 
a ene was scrambling se a er es her feet up on 

a Id nev 
; lady wou ized horror. 
“Harriet! A young t in scandaliz 
aes t cry out, h 
1” she heard Millicen erat 
the oe ees to let Millicent wage ERS should go on 
ane de ne 
Secretly she was thinking, O/, ke desks. Better that, than 
being kind of girl who puts her fee 


ble elevator 
hiding under ther down the hall, back to the wi ninth floor 
; own n t 
She eek to look for Mr. ean and it'd be 
worked, 
doors. She deci that was where cael a few minutes late 
first. She knew at she 


5 Bella th i her a long time 
: juld warn sally if it took he 

good if she cou t, especially ; 

n the street, 


r own. 


getting out t fi 
to find Mr. Blancke 
Passing Miss HERR 
that the woman ox 
hanging off the hook- : 
That's odd. She seem 


des! e ri otice 

k, Jane was surp! ised to n é 

| Vi 
ed, leaving the telephone receiver 
hed, 


like such a conscientious sort... « 
e 
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A different elev 
swarthily handsome a al pe 
ff Bella’s precious Pietro nr j m 
D : ie him! Jane thought. Th 
n't see her giggling 
The elevator buzzed 


again. annoyingly, 


Again and 

ap; " 
Eighth floor's going 4 

growled. He scowled at t} 

at him as he 


crazy,” 
azy, the elevator 
e panel of | v 


shut the door behind J ights that kept flash 


i in 
ane and the elevator i 


its descent, “ 


“Yeah, yeah % 


the ninth floor. “But do th 
e 


Jane th 
z ought. 
j ne herself felt a little ov 
Excuse me, Do RE 
or Bella Rossetti?” 
machine. 


0 
you know where I could find Mr, Blanck 


A 
S. the girl a e nearest sewi g 
she a ked t th WIN) 
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p blankly, and said something that might 
“{ don’t speak English” in some other language. Just 
nded, and the machines stopped and hundreds 
of girls sprang up from their machines all at once. It spooked 
Jane a little, the darkness of the room and the foreign jabber- 
ing and the girls movi achines, themselves. But then 


one of the girls steppin 
“Ev'ry little movement has a mean 
those popular songs that you heard everywhere, nowadays. 


Some of the other girls joined in, and they all seemed so light- 
hearted suddenly. Saturday afternoon and the sun was shining 
and work was over; these girls looked happier than anyone 


ad ever seen at a formal ball. 


The girl looked u 


have been 
then a bell sou 


ng like m 
g out of the cloakroom began to sing, 
ing of its own”—one of 


Jane h 
Then, two tables away, Jane spot 
the aisle between the tables and laughing an 


ted Bella heading down 
d talking to the 


girls around her. 


“Jane! What are you doing here?” Bella shouted over to 


her. 

“Looking for you and Mr. Blanck,” 
“Well, we wouldn't be together!” Bel 
Jane worked her way through the crow 
nd. She explained about Millicent and Har 
shopping, and how long it would take her to get down to the 
sidewalk. Then Bella said, “Oh, wait, you have to meet my 
friends—this is Annie and Dora and Josie and Essie and Ida. 
e—” She pulled her back down the aisle 


“This is my boss, Signor Carlotti. This is 
and she knows 


Jane said. 

la called back merrily. 
d toward her 
frie riet and the 


And come her 
between the tables. 
my friend, Jane Wellington, Signor Carlotti, 
per Italian and proper English.” 


pro 
“Hello,” Signor Carlotti said. 
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“I am a factory inspector,” Jane said, suddenly inspired to 
lie. “If I were to interview the girls in this factory, Would 
they tell me that you treat them with respect? Are you fair 
to all your workers?” 

At the first word out of her mouth, Signor Carlotti’s face 
changed—first, to awe at her upper-class accent, then to fear. 

“Oh, er—yes! Yes! Of course!” Signor Carlotti exclaimed, 

It was all Jane and Bella could do, not to double over 
giggling as they walked away. 

“Maybe he really will change how he treats you, Monday 
morning!” Jane whispered. 

“Oh, do you think so?” Bella asked wistfully. 

Across the room, strangely, Jane heard Yetta’s voice 
now. She couldn’t make out the words, but Yetta seemed to 
be calling out in great excitement, from the midst of the 
crowd of girls getting ready to leave. Maybe she was talking 
them into another strike. Maybe this one would work— 
maybe Yetta would get her dearest wish. 

“Doesn't Yetta work on the eighth floor?” Jane asked. 

Before Bella could answer, screams came suddenly from 
the back of the room. Screams—and a great burst of light. 


E 


